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BY THE GRACE OF TERPSICHORE AND BACCHUS 

By Mary T. Earle. 



With original ill list rat ions by Voltaire Combe. 

The inciting cry of violins and 
guitars, a swirl of draperies swept 
into motion by the strong free limbs 
they clothe, and Terpsichore has given 
us a picture. 

The artist sees it and grasps his 
brushes. The rush of air, the insis- 
tent music, the keen delight of mo- 
tion, are made to live in the breath- 
less, flat, unmoving, soundless record 
which his colors make upon the can- 
vas. It is a magic he has learned, 
and, in marveling at it, gratitude to 
Terpsichore is forgotten. 
Life goes on about us in such colors as the gods see lit to give it, and, because 
it is familiar and belongs to us all, we should scarcely notice how marvelously it 
sets the world-wide stage with pictures if the artist did not put us in the way of 
looking for them, and our proneness to forget life in its interpreter lays a burden 
of responsibility upon the artist. 
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By the Grace of Terpsichore and Bacchus 



Even when he does not recognize this 
responsibility, it is met by his instinct for 
the beautiful. The grotesque may claim 
him for a time, but in the end, the awkward 
swaying figure that knows not where its 
movement may end has little chance against 
the form of the runner, whose every motion 
is tense with the grace that is necessity for 
fleetest motion. 

How patient they are, the long-suffering 
gods and goddesses who inspire the life that 
painters paint and writers write ! 

Uncomplainingly they slip into the back- 
ground and leave all the praise for their 
clever imitators 
whom we call 
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irtists. They 
accept even blame with the philosophy which is the 
clower of the immortals — and which, perhaps, is 
the real reason of their immortality. 

There is injustice abroad somewhere. We 

have small praise for Bacchus when he lurks 

too cunningly in gay or prosaic ambush, and 

tempts the staid old worthies to stiff-jointed 

revelry. Yet when the picture is painted, 

the merry god bears no malice to hear it 

commended for faithfulness of rendering. 

He only smiles to himself a very quiet smile. 

The artist's love of beauty should step in 

a second time to guard him against the 

temptation of ex- 
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tremes. The most 
striking example of a 
type is the one which 
catches the attention first, 
and, if it were also the most 
beautiful, it would be universally painted and 
our pictures would be warped reflections of 
the average life. Fortunately, accentuation 
of form seldom walks the same road as love- 
liness, and if the artist does not tarry too 
long in following "Where fleeting beauty 
leads," he will be guided past the exceptional 
and ultra, just as the scientist is carried 
safely beyond them in his quest for truth. 
If it were not so, what beautiful monstrosities 
would line our walls, and how the gods would 
stand aloof and sigh ! 
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